FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
always on the watch. Day after day you wait—for bandits,
for war, for the resumption of business. . . .
Talking of forbidden Sinkiang, Hcrr Rehder, a sympa-
thetic man who was engaged on engineering work for a
Tientsin firm, recalled the sad case of his young colleague,
Dorn, who, for no reason, had been, these months past, lying
in prison at Urumchi. Another compatriot, Georg Wasel,
also . . .
*Sven Hedin accompanied by Joe Soderbom had passed
through Sian on the way back from Sinkiang some days
before. But he was very reticent. He and his lorries had
encountered numerous difficulties owing to the civil war.
At eight o'clock the next morning our lorry stood ready,
with us perched on top of our luggage. But hours passed and
nothing happened. We never set off. At last, reduced to a
state of complete exasperation, we flourished our contract in
the face of the garage proprietor and threatened him with
unutterable things. That was the first time I saw a Chinaman
throwing a fit. His fury abated after a time, sufficiently at
least to let him stop stamping the ground, and we made out
that one of the passengers owed money in the town, so the
authorities had decided that none of us could start.
Peter was furious. I was enchanted. The delay gave us
an opportunity of lunching at the Chinese inn where the
Smigs had stayed, and making the acquaintance of our
friend Norm's old cook who had arrived from the north with
Bokkenkamp, the ethnographer.
We learned from him that Smig's old partner was still on
the Tsaidam. That meant that the country was quiet and
that our Russian was going to find hisjwrtf* once more.
Bokkenkamp had been imprisoned at Hami, but effected
his escape by a clever ruse. His gaoler had sore eyes.
Bokkenkamp poured some drops inside the eyelids for him,
* A round felt tent.
28

